Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
practice. He was beginning to suspect that the gracious
figure of Liberty should go pretty well armed; that
capricious man needed masters to dole out his freedom;
that perhaps, fine as was the waving of tricolor and
slogan, equally necessary was the iron heel.
All this, though, to himself. To the guests he declared,
with a vehemence startling in one of his youth but quite
in accord with his piercing eyes, his lanky locks, and his
thin, eager, and sallow face, that true patriotism longed
for a united France; and France could not unite under
the weak, the palaverers; only under the strong. And who
were the strong? The Feuillants, the Constitutionalists—
no, the Jacobins, of course. Therefore their gospel of vio-
lence, even their impiety, must be condoned. Under them
warring factions could be welded, foreign foes repelled.
In short, stern logic demanded that all who loved their
country should range themselves on the Jacobin side.
In this bold onslaught the young officer was outnum-
bered by the Auxonne bourgeoisie, twenty to one. He
would, as always, have stuck to his guns, but in spite of
his coolness in camp and under fire, drawing-rooms,
French customs, and audiences of women irked him,
while attracting him, too—since they might prove useful
to a man bound to rise, and he was unwilling in anything
to admit defeat. And now that he had shot off his fusil-
lade, the social aspect of the occasion suddenly recurred
to him. In place of stern Jacobins he saw only the red
roses of the fat wine-merchant's carpet, the gilt and
Pompeian red of his chairs, and in them the mayor, so
flushed with choler his face seemed the reflection of his
crimson coat, a long-nosed commissaire in swallow-blue,
and an array of petticoats and redoubtable head-dresses
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